Katerina added, laughing. 'The one that flushes her face with
its first shame, when first her lonely maiden heart speaks in her
bosom, while the other, when a maiden forgets her first shame,
glows like fire, stifles her maiden heart, and drives the red blood
to her face. . . . Come, come into our home, good young man I
Why do you stand in the doorway? Honour and love to you,
and a greeting from the master!"
With a laugh ringing like music, she took Ordynov's hand
and led him into the room. His heart was overwhelmed with
timidity. All the fever, all the fire raging in his bosom was
quenched and died down in one instant, and for one instant
he dropped his eyes in confusion and was afraid to look at her.
He felt that she was so marvellously beautiful that his heart
could not endure her burning eyes. He had never seen his
Katerina like this. For the first time laughter and gaiety were
sparkling on her face, and drying the mournful tears on her
black eyelashes. His hand trembled in her hand. And if he
had raised his eyes he would have seen that Katerina, with a.
triumphant smile, had fastened her clear eyes on his face,
which was clouded with confusion and passion.
"Get up, old man," she said at last, as though waking up;
"say a word of welcome to our guest, a guest who is like a
brother! Get up, you proud, unbending old man; get up, now,
take your guest by his white hand and make him sit down to
the table."
Ordynov raised his eyes and seemed only then to come to
himself. Only then he thought of Murin. The old man's eyes,
looking as though dimmed by the approach of death, were
staring at him fixedly; and with a pang in his heart he remem-
bered those eyes glittering at him last time from black over-
hanging brows contracted as now with pain and anger. There
was a slight dizziness in his head. He looked round him and
only then realised everything clearly and distinctly. Murin was
still lying on the bed, but he was partly dressed and had already
been up and out that morning. As before, he had a red kerchief
tied round his neck, he had slippers on his feet. His attack was
evidently over, only his face was terribly pole and yellow.
Katerina was standing by his bed, her hand leaning on the
table, watching them both intently. But the smile of welcome
did not leave her face. It seemed as though everything had
been done at a sign from her.
"Yes! it's you," said Murin, raising himself up and sitting
on the bed. "You are my lodger. I must beg your pardon, sir;